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Preface 


“The thing has come from the Lord”- Genesis 24:50 


This volume is a collection of writings and drawings which explore 
the themes of love, loss, hope and redemption, inviting readers to reflect 
on the profound truths that shape our lives, with vivid energy and lyrical 
language. Each poem and drawing is a window into a different world, a 
glimpse of a moment in time and a mirror of human soul. It is a must- read 
for anyone who lives and believes in the power of literature. 


First and foremost, we thank our Lord Almighty whose grace is 
abundant in all we do. We sincerely thank our principal Rev. Sr. Dr. S. 
Jesurani, Our Secretary Rev. Sr. Dr. B. J. Queensly Jeyanthi who always 
inspire us to do our best for the students. We genuinely express our 
appreciation to the Head of the Department, Dr. G. Petricia Alphine 
Nirmala for her guidance and support ever. 


We must acknowledge our student co-ordinators M. Meharaj Nisha 
and K. Kiruthika who have supported to bring out this book within a short 
duration. 


J. Sharmila & B. Mary Suba, 
Assistant Professors of English, 
JAC , Periyakulam, 

Tamil Nadu, India. 


CONTENTS 


EDITORS' WORKS 
CONTEMPORARY POETS OF JAC 
LANDSCAPES IN LITERATURE 
SEASONING TAMIL VERSES 
LITERARY PIECES 

SHORT STORIES 

LITERARY AUTHORS 

ESSAYS 


J 


EDITORS’ WORKS 


SELFIE WITH GOD 


Selfie, snap without fee, 

Smile of my face, I see, 

Selfie with my Lord, the Holy Trinity 

O, Impossible! Isn’t He my friend?! 

My shelter, Saviour and Counsellor 
Never sleeps to protect and defend me: 
Prince of peace, more than 

The King of kings, the Almighty! 

First and Last, Beginning and End, 

Jah, He is Yahweh! 

Eternal Father, but ready to choose small; 
Who sees and says, “I am that I am” 

No word to proclaim His greatness, 

No smartphone to capture His features, 


He Himself in me, He is mine! 


J. SHARMILA, 


ASSISTANT PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH, 


JAC 


WARFARE- NOT FAIR 


Armed forces attack 
Blitz results bloodshed 
Clash ends conflict 


Detonate leads derogatory 


Espionages creates enemies 
Fued starts with fighting 
To go to war never good 


Holster in border creates hostility 


Infantry forms insurgent 
Journey (war) leads jealous 
Knights attack with sword 


Love never shows in lash 


Martial needs in military 
Nebula forms negatively 
Oppugnant always negative 


Projectile thinking protects 


Qualm follows quarrel 
Regiment forms rivalry 


Siege ends Skirmish 


Truce leads tolerance 


Unable to unfit 
Veteranarians always vex 
War leads weired 


Xenophobia is in XL 


Yell continues yong 


Zest only, I want not Zap 


- B. MARY SUBA, 
ASSISTANT PROFESSOR OF ENGLISH, 
JAC 


THE QUATRAINS TO A QUEEN 


A new professor with a tender heart 
Softly uttering her genuine thought 
Soft as snow, wise and bright, 


Now, she becomes our guiding light 


Simplicity is her beauty of core, 
The wisdom she got has an infinite door, 
The words she utters are crystal clear, 


With her soothing voice, it’s pleasant to hear 


She seems quiet, also reserved, 
For us, is the gem to be preserved 
As her message and matter have lovely breath, 


Could get a room of one’s own life’s depth 


Cool and classy yet smart and sassy, 
Fleeing her hour is not so easy, 
May think she is stringent or something, 


But, because of her teaching, stands stunning 


She becomes the planter of our garden, 
So the blossoms lessen the burden 
As the seed of love starts growing with a smile, 


Our anxieties become volatile 


Our attention gets captured, 
By her lovely spirited nature 
Nothing is needed to make us smart 


As her attitude already takes its part 


The blazing star of the nearest sky, 
Descend to earth to rise high 
The strive and strain are indefinable, 


Soon, will be people of incredible. 


ROVER HOVER 


I, beyond the boundaries, 
Often from north to south. 
Lots of struggles it carries, 


Like the job of a goldsmith. 


I am in peninsula of peninsulas, 
Lovable meetings, many aquas. 
Moving on to the mother continent, 


To see the blue crane which is more elegant. 


Leaving Canada as a bitter, 


In search of a new land as better, 
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-M. MEHARAJ NISHA, 
Ill BA ENGLISH 


Landed on the Bharatpur route 


Is that comfortable to stay? I doubt, 


Finally feeling the sniff of bays, 
Ready to rest for days. 
Over the skies all above, 


I reach the land of love. 


BOON COMPANION 


A chubby girl with a childish heart 
Attracts people by her amiable act 
Mom wants me to respect her as sister 
As she is about to get her mister 

She laughs hard when we mock others 
But war starts when it turns to hers 


Nothing wrong I would say. 


Puffy panda penguins are 

Prettiest and portrays her 

People believe she is an innocent soul 

My scars will show her temperament whole 
She cares for me sometimes, yes, she does 


And never forgets me to get into fuss 
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- A. LOHITHA, 
II MA ENGLISH 


I am an adopted child from a trashy wild 


That she used to say as a pastime way 
Without any whistle, there would be a wrestle 
Our loving mom who runs to us 

Always tired of our hustle and bustle 

A dare truth, the deepest secret of mine 

They want to know, in a playful mood I share 


She sharps her ear to listen with care. 


- M.MEHARAJ NISHA, 
Ill BA ENGLISH 


DEAR FATHER 


You made me smile 

Which lasted only for a while 

I wanna hug you tight 

Which makes me feel light 

I want to lay on your chest 

That makes me feel best 

I’ve heard your voice like a flute 

But, now everything seems to be mute 
Longing for your love 

That you are pouring from above 


- J.SHINEY, 
Iii BA ENGLISH 
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LANKA’S BIRD 


A supreme being crossed over the sea 

For his wife, I fly over for life. 

A view from Lanka border 

Nostalgic moments of 

Jungle foul in blue water lily, 

My home in Baobab 

Which I built with tough grind 

Not only my resting place, but also the nativity 
But, unaware of, they still look me as a guest 
Waiting for our identity 

Now, no one to voice out 

Searching for the place for survival, 

I flyover the Paamban, 

On looking a person independent 

Relaxed, there I reach my place on Banyan. 
And I dream to build a new home and venture 
Even crow don’t accept, 

I flyover and flyover for survival... 

Will I find my place, my people? 


Or will it be only a dream?! 


13 


-M. SAMYUKTHA, 
II MA ENGLISH 


LOVE AT FIRST SIGHT 


I feel you in every wheels of nature, 

Thee are such a beautiful creature 

Your waves of hair waves me to hand, 
Your eyes in face call for delight 

Your heart is waiting as a dry land; 

My heart is going to win thy life, 

By getting you as pleasant wife 

I never like to face your grinning face, 
While I peep through my eye, you are shy 


While I Live I should be with you. 


FOUNDER OF THE FAMILY 


I can say firmly 

He strengthen our family 

Luckily, I got him 

Blindly, I trust him 

Correctly, he guides us 

Perfectly, he leads us 

He never fails to smile 

He scolds me for working like a snail 


I never see him cry 
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- J. ANJALI DEVI, 
Ili BA ENGLISH 


I learn you deep 
Dear Father, 
I'll make you proud one day 


Rest of your will be Sunday! 


SHINE LIKE THE SUN 


Every time I look at my life 

I can’t stop that’s passing through 
I don’t want to break the things 
I am sad 

Slightly mad 

Don’t know 

How to recover 

The tragic things around 
Making me shattered, 

The way in my travel 

Not to worry! 

I never want to share 

There’s nothing to repent 
What was done is already done 
I want to break the tears 
Getting up, getting up! 
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- M. MEHARAJ NISHA, 
II BA ENGLISH 


It’s time to rock the world! 


Will shine like the Sun! 


MORNING VIBES 


Here an invite for a whole day, 

With coldest companions in our way 
Trees shiver with shaking leaves, 
Birds hug them to be relieved; 

Sit and listen the squirrel’s Echolalia, 
Quiet fun at crow’s conflict 

Coldest feel penetrates deep, 

Bring us wine abound with breeze 

O! My heart in carpe diem 

Blooming like a unearthed flax, 


Expects this vibe like berries to fox. 


OH BABY! 


You are my solace while I weigh down, 
You make a meadow and melt my shadow 
Mumbling with the same keys of piano, 


That repeating sonnet may enrich my soul 
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- N. SUBHIKSHA, 
I BA ENGLISH 


- J. ANJALI DEVI, 
Il BA ENGLISH 


Oh my blabbering beauty! 

Where are you riding your small cute toy? 
To toddle and trade some love and beauty? 
Walking happiness in this world 
Wonderful creation with innocent smile 
Hold me tight; you, little knight 

It is halt in my heart and yours in it 

Beat with cute and little fingers 

Thy heart may haunt while growing upon 
But I might there to guide you on 

Be with me in bitter fight, 


Hold me tight at everyone’s sight! 


PATIENCE 


Salary of patience is the fruit 
Give the desires of our heart. 
Being Patience 

It’s tough; 

When we strives to be 

It will work out; 

When the words fail 


Patience becomes pain; 
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J. ANJALI DEVI, 
II BA ENGLISH 


But proving who we are 
Stop arguing, stay patient 
Time will answer for all. 


- K.DEEBIKA ARUL MALAR, 
I MA ENGLISH 


WOMEN’S DESIRE 


See a guy! 

Walking in the dark night 

By wearing white 

Walking with pleasure 
Hanging out with friends 

He seems to have no fear 
Unless he can see a bear 
Wearing a Bluetooth 

Kicking the stone to a booth 
And will go home all alone 
Humming his own tune 

Men don’t have any restriction 
But, girls are seen as dolls in the exhibition 
Being a girl, 

Wanna walk in the dark road 
Without having any fear load!? 


- K.MARIA JAFFIA, 
lI BA ENGLISH 
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SIGNATURE 


When a pen has full ink 

It makes us write 

What to write? 

When the ink has finished, 

It may be thrown out into a dustbin; 
Or else, refilling the ink 

Just recharging yourself 

With happy memories, 

A pen is like a woman. 

If she has power, 

She will light up knowledge. 

A pen plays all roles 

In everyone’s life. 

It all depends upon the writers, 
Who keep it in their hands. 

Use it. 

The value of pen lies in signature, 
Hold a pen which makes one’s life as 
Significant! 


Signature speaks... 
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- K.DEEBIKA ARUL MALAR, 
I MA ENGLISH 


MY MIND SHOULD SHIFT 


O mind! Leave this real and live with me 
Let’s not fear, here nobody to hire 
Live thy way to care my soul 

Send your bye to senseless fools 
Let’s stop that busy makes you dizzy, 
You’re a lyre that I desire 

Leave this state, don’t love fate 

O mind! Jump like a popcorn kernel 
And land in a magical tunnel 

Let’s soak like dates and honey 

No need for any money 

Don’t be sensitive 


Make me sensible! 


ARE YOU MY FRIEND?! 


The day I met you! 
I saw my life was in you 
I didn’t imagine, 


oneday it would become a lie 
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-J. ANJALI DEVI, 
Il BA ENGLISH 


The time I saw your smile 

I lost myself for a while 

You used to surprise me several times 

That seemed to be the poetic lines 

Were we friends? 

You used to call me friend 

That’s why I trusted you blind; 

You taught me you were important than anyone 
After a period to become someone; 

Now you become scary- 

But the love I gave you would not be given by any 
Finally, 


Now, you’re a beautiful truthful lie trusted by me 


MYSTERIOUS GIRL 


All of a sudden, I woke up 
Was in the middle of woods 
I felt something strange 
Turned around, saw a girl 
Who was covered with blue 
Jacket with red tulips 

I had no clue 

She came out of blue. 

She smiled at me. 

I was shocked, 
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- K. MARIA JAFFIA, 
lI BA ENGLISH 


I was trembling 

Without any gathering 

While she took her first step, 

I was on the fence 

While looking scary smile 

My face was pale. 

Trying to say something 

Making me worrying 

I couldn’t understand the 

Words coming out of her mouth. 

I calmed myself 

Curious to know what she 

Was going to say 

I was frozen 

She glanced at me 

“Want to know who are you?” 

I was confused 

While her words made me amused. 
“you’re the precious thing I have 
Waited to meet for so long!” 
She ran away, 

I followed her. 

She ended straight to a place 
Which was worth to embrace 
There showed up a tree, 


Smiled at me. 
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She was behind the tree 
Pointing something to me. 
It showed, 


>? 


“welcome to success, champ 


- N. SUBHIKSHA, 
I BA ENGLISH 


ABOUT THE TWO LINES (A TRIBUTE TO THIRUKKURAL) 


Sky is seeking high to reach 

After listening to the awesome teach, 

It’s a wrong man’s poison and Right man’s decision 
A line is enough for thy entire life 

That guides you like your wife; 

No man believes it’s under the sky, 

Until the treasure reaches his eye; 

Forget your pride, 

Follow this ride, 

Not having any preconceived notion, 


It’s well known over every nation. 


RUNNING THOUGHTS 


You come at night to make me fight 
You get in to join in my sleep’s funeral 


You give me faint instead of paint 
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J. ANJALI DEVI, 
Iii BA ENGLISH 


You’re in vain and accord pain 

Like an owl in my head, you shake my bed 
If I put you in jail, you come again in bail 
What are you thinking? 

I am keep on inking? 

You strive for birth, I cry for breath 


In this Earth! 


SWEETNESS OF MY LITERATURE 


There is something in this world 

That’s you... 

I can’t describe your beauty 

Let me compare your beauty with a flower 
No matter how many beautiful flowers here, 
You are the only beauty to me 

I can go anywhere if you are along with me 
I look at you from a distance, amazing 

I look a little closer and realize I need you 
Iam scared I think you will get me 

I want to be a petal for you 

You say, 

You love me 

I taste you and now I’m one of you 

That flower none other than my English Department 
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- J. ANJALI DEVI, 
Iii BA ENGLISH 


It’s petals are my English Department teachers 
My English Literature is as sweet as the nectar of the flower 


- P.SATHYA, 
Ill BA ENGLISH 


ALONE 


Feeling the darkness 

She asks herself 

Why am I born? 

Babel, replying her, no one for you. 

No one for you... 

Her cheeks are wet 

Her neck turns to wet her breast 

Not the rain drops, but the uncontrollable tears 

Suddenly she turns up her head 

A real fantasy appears 

Her tears stop 

She is surrounded by 

Sky, sun, moon, stars, trees 

Protected by the Almighty ever! 
- B.KAVITHA, 
Iii BA ENGLISH 

WHY? 

I am not happy... 

But I am not sad... 

I don’t love this world 
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But I live in this world 

I don’t trust anyone 

But the people trust me, 

I love everyone 

But hurt the things around 
Shall I change the world? 


I can...I will do...one day! 


MY MAN 


My pen asks if anyone can be 

Loved like this... 

It says “I am jealous when I write about 
My love and lover’, 

He has a vision that is not less 

A male angel who roams 

Like an unseen boon 

As God was happy when created him, 
That’s why his smile is like a 

New flower that blooms everyday! 
Seeing him, my time stops, 

I hold you within me... 

I write my love lines, 

So that no one has the copyright 
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-P. SATHYA, 
II BA ENGLISH 


To dwell in your heart 


You’re my beloved... 


RAIN 


It was an unusual morning, 

I got up from my bed with yawning! 
He came with tip top sound, 

My eyes searched him to find, 

He travelled from thousand miles away 
Cloud to earth like a spring 

He gently wets my barren life 


And it’ll make my future shine! 


KALAM ’S INTENT 


One day, my teacher shouted at me 
How the birds fly, 

I saw above sky 

My eyes captured a picture, 

My nerves imported to brain 


My hands made a rocket, 
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- M. YUVA DURGA DEVI, 
Il BA ENGLISH 


- B.LATHIKA, 
lI BA ENGLISH 


It was above the sky, one day 


My nation becomes high! 


GOD’S GIFT 


There is a bridge between birth and death 
That’s a life which is gifted by God 
Happiness and sadness are mixed together 
But bridge tries to connect us each other 
Poor humans are busy in pain 

But it’s the waste of time to gain 
Between day and night there is a way 
Which makes us to think away 

Life tries hard to connect us 

Shall wait and see what’s next 
Communications are through text 

Pure love is going to be lost 


Conclusion is at the last 
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- B.LATHIKA, 
III BA ENGLISH 


R.J. RAFIA SHIHI, 
II BA ENGLISH 


THE SCENT OF GRAVEYARD FLOWERS 


The flower and you, 

Even though it's a graveyard or garden, 
The flower unknowingly spreads it's scent 
Likewise my friend, oneday 

You'll be in a vineyard... 

Labour in academic field today; 

Stay strong and spread your intellect 
You're just like a flower, 

Is there any fences to cage your scent? 
Spread your wings to spare your fragrance 
Through the air in the ecosphere 


You will be a one in history! 


THE BRIDGE 


We are world's apart 

So I feel I am away from the stars 
I travel long and I travel for 

Then deep in the dark; 


I follow a spark 
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-K. KIRUTHIKA, 
Il BA ENGLISH 


And it leads straight to your heart 
There'll be Oceans for us to trade 
There'll be bridge for us to mend 

I'll be strike through it, I swear 

There'll be mountain for us to climb now 
But, there were days without the sun 
I was stick to it, I sweared 
With the scars and whited face 

Now I swim fast and I swim hard 
All these miles I walk in my dream 

All these stumbles and falls 
They lead me again straight to your heart 
There'll be bridges for us to repair 


There Lord to stick it. 


WOMAN 
The dress length 


The three hands of clock 


Judge the feminine one! 
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-S. SEFRI DAYONSI, 


II BA ENGLISH 


M. VAISHNAVI, 
II B.A ENGLISH 


RENBOGA 


When the world is black and white 
You make it shine so bright 
Everything’s nasty, crooked and cozy 
In this world full of media dizzy 
Violet, Indigo, Blue and Red 

Feels like lying in a Garden bed 
Green, Yellow, Indigo and Orange 
Feels like sitting in a magic show 

In a Bored and tired mood, there 


“Rainbow", I shout in Joy Aloud. 
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A. SUNANDHA JASMINE, 
II BA ENGLISH 
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34 


“| look at you and | would rather look at you than all the portraits in the world...” 
—Frank O’Hara,(Having a Coke With You) 


_B.Lathika, 
(ll B.A.English 
"Society is all but rude, 
To this delicious solitude". 
-Andrew Marvell ( The Garden) 
_B.Lathika, 
il B.A.English 
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“The most beautiful things are wraped in the winds arms, eventually wipping around us on this earth.“ 


Meghan foubare,( Colors Of The Wind) 


li B.A.English 


A beautiful body perishes, but a work of art dies not." 


Leonardo da Vinci 


K. Rathi Sakthi, 


ll B.A.English 
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"Clouds come floating into my life, no longer to carry rain or usher storm, but to add color to my sunset 
sky." 
_Rabindranath Tagore, (Stray Birds) 


_K.Rathi sakthi, 
I B.A.English 


When the universe wants to communicate, it sends a dream. 
if the dreamer is awake, it sends a bird. 
- Michael Bassey Johnson,(Song of a Nature Lover) 


_S.Prathiba, 
Il B.A.English 
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“There are some places in life where you can only go alone. Embrace the beauty of your solo journey." 
_Mandy Hale,(The Single Woman: Life, Love, and a Dash of Sass) 


_S.Prathiba, 
I! B.A.English 


“And forget not that the earth delights to feel your bare feet and the winds long to play with your hair" 
_Khalil Gibran,(The Prophet) 


_S.Prathiba, 
It B.A.English 
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"Create with the heart; build with the mind." 
_Criss Jami, (Killosophy) 


_S.Prathiba, 
Il B.A.English 


“A host, of golden daffodils; 
Beside the lake, beneath the trees, 
Fluttering and dancing in the breeze” 
-William Wordsworth, (Daffodils) 


_B.Lathika, 
lll B.A.English 
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| know not if you sleep or feed. How motionle 


William Wordsworth(To Butterfly) 


B.Lathika, 
Il) BA.English 


lhe flower whisperer who made everyone and everything around her bloo 


Glendy Vanderah (Where the Forest Meets the Stars) 


P.Abirami, 


\) B.A.English 
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“As long as you have a garden you have a future and as long as you have a future you are alive.” 
_Frances Hodgson Burnett, (The secret Garden) 


_P.Abirami, 
I B.A.English 


"| love the silent hour of night, 
For blissful dreams may then arise, 
Revealing to my charmed sight 
What may not bless my waking eyes." 
_ Anne Bronté(Best Poems of the Bronté Sisters) 


eos 

“a 
> . 
<> 


Se 
5 athe, .: 4 


_S.Prathiba, 
I B.A.English 
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“All good things are wild and free" 
_Henry David Thoreau, (walking) 


_K.Rathi sakthi, 

Il B.A.English 

“Always conversation 
in sollitude, not in lone 
Side by side 
Thoughts in ride 
Fellow as comrade" 
-Mahtaab Bangalee(solitary in nature) 
Salvi 
F 

~_§.Prathiba, 

ll B.A.English 
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Raise a casual hand 
Ayia 9 
Vith one quick gust 


They fountain into air. 


Richard Alexander Kell,(The Pigeons) 


S.Prathiba, 
li B.A.English 
Happy the man, whose wish and care 
A few paternal acres bound, 
Content to breathe his native air, 
In his own ground." 


Alexander Pope (ode on sollitude) 


). Suganthy Biblia Prem, 


| B.A.English 


43 


vere peacocks, gorgeous as ever, stalking in their stately fashion about the itewa\ Mabel 


| B.A. Englisl 
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Painting is poetry that is seen rather than felt, and poetry is painting that is felt rather than 


| honour Christmas in my heart, and ti 
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SEASONING TAMIL VERSES 
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LITERARY PIECES 
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“WWhat’s done cannot be undone.” 
- William Shakespeare- Lady Macbeth (Act 5, Scene 1) 


-S.Nandhini, 
| M.A.English 
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He clasps the crag with crooked hands; 
Close to the sun in lonely lands, 


-S.Thanusri, 
| B.A.English 
"Good night, sweet prince, and flights of angels sing thee to thy rest!” - William Shakespeare’ 
( Hamlet, Prince of Denmark) 


Il B.A.English 
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"It matters not what someone is born, but what they grow to be." — Albus Dumbledore.-Harry Potter 
and the Goblet of Fire by J.K.Rowling 


-K.Kiruthika, 
II B.A.English 
"so even if you can't talk, at least pray. He hears, if no one else does." 
-Bertolt Brecht(Mother Courage and Her Children) 
-K.Kiruthika, 


Il B.A.English 
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") met her in the foothills 
rich with flowers - 
Aslim broad shoulders 
The water of her gracefulness 
Has subdued the fire of my manliness" 


- M.L Thangappa(Kurunthogai,verse 95) 


_K.Kiruthika, 
II BA.English 
"Go to the banks of the great, grey-green greasy Limpopo River, all set about with fever-trees, and 
find out.” 
_Rudyard Kipling (The elephant child) 
-K.Maria jaffia, 


Ill B.A.English 
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"Everything you can imagine is real." 


_ Pablo Picasso 


_K.Kiruthika, 
Ill B.A.English 
"BAD ANGEL, Go forward, Faustus, in that famous art. GOOD ANGEL, Sweet Faustus, leave that 


execrable art." _Christopher Marlowe (Doctor Faustus) 


-K.Kiruthika, 
Ill B.A.English 
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“The sunset you see is always better than the one you don't. More stars are always better than less.” 
_Koren Joy Fowler(We are all beside ourselves 


: - 


-J.Pastina, 
Ill B.A.English 
"Santa circled once above us, then disappeared "-Chris Van Allsburg 
a 
e 
N . 
S 
S 
-K.Maria jaffia, 


I B.A.English 
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The saints were his friends, and blessed him; the monsters were his friends, and guarded him. 
-Fyodor Dostoevsky(The Hunchback of Notre-Dame) 


-B.Lathika, 
Il B.A.English 
"Remember who you are." -Mufasa 
-Justine Korman(The Lion King) 
-K.Kiruthika, 


II B.A.English 
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"My bounty is as boundless as the sea" 
_William Shakespeare, (Romeo and Juliet) 


-K. Maria jaffia, 
ill B.A.English 
"You know it's never fifty-fifty in a marriage. It's always seventy-thirty, or sixty-forty." Jodi 
Picoult(Mercy) 
-B.Lathika, 


Ill B.A.English 
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"Carrying me in his claws stark 
As lightly as if | were a lark, 
How high | cannot tell to you, 
-Ge 


Because | rose, | know not how.” rey Chaucer ("House of Fame") 


-S.Thanusri, 
| B.A.English 
"As democracy is perfected, the office of president represents, more and more closely, the inner soul 


of the people." - H.L. Mencken,("On Politics: A Carnival of Buncombe") 


-S.Prathiba, 
11 B.A.English 
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"O, the blood more stirs 


To rouse a lion than to start a hare! " 


-William Shakespeare ( "Henry IV") 


-K.Kiruthika, 
Ill B.A.English 
"Because no matter how wide you stretch your fingers, your hands will always be too small to catch 


all the pain you want to heal." -Sarah Kay,(hands) 


_M.Bhavatharani, 
Ill B.A.English 
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"Was this the face that launched a thousand ships / And burnt the topless towers of Ilium? 


" 


_Christoher Marlowe(Doctor Faustus) 


-S.Nandhini, 
| M.A.English 
Sometimes it felt like her life was a series of falls from ever-greater heights. _ 
-Scott Westerfeld ( "Pretties”) 


Il B.A.English 
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“Come not between the dragon, and his wrath." 


- William Shakespeare, (King Lear) 


-K.Rathi Sakthi, 
I B.A.English 
"Do not swear by the moon, for she changes constantly. then your love would also change.” 


-William Shakespeare, (Romeo and Juliet) 


-K.Kiruthika, 
Ill B.A.English 
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"| care for myself. The more solitary, the more friendless, the more unsustained | am, the more | will 


té ("Jane Eyre") 


-K.Kiruthika, 
Il B.A.English 
"Family Ties”) 


uu 


let go of her" -Ottilie Weber,/( 


J 


"Once | had her hand, | never wanted to 


-K.Kiruthika, 


vey 


Ill B.A.English 
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"One of the most important things you can do on this earth is to let people know they are not alone."- 
-Shannon L. Alder 


-K.Kiruthika, 
Ill B.A.English 
"We look up for God, but tears have made us blind." Do ye hear the children weeping and disproving, 
O my brothers, what ye preach ? And the children doubt of each." 
- Elizabeth Barrett Browning(The Cry of the Children) 


-K.Kiruthika, 
III B.A.English 
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"People laugh at me because | use big words. But if you have big ideas, you have to use big words to 
express them, haven't you?"- L. M. Montgomery ( Anne of Green Gables) 


-S.Nandhini, 


1 M.A.English 


"A best friend is the only one that walks into your life when the world has walled out." 
-Shannon |. Alder 


-K.Kiruthika, 
I B.A.English 
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"He’s more myself than | am. Whatever our souls are made of, his and mine are the same." 
— Emily Bronté, (Wuthering Heights) 


-K.Kiruthika, 
Il B.A.English 
"Learning to love our female selves is where our search for love must begin.” 
—Bell hooks, ("Communion: The Female Search for Love) 


_S.Nandhini, 
| M.A.English 
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“The mind is its own place, and in itself can make a heaven of hell, a hell of heaven’ 
-John Milton (Paradise Lost) 


-A. Yogavarshini, 
| BA English 


“O all her faith and all my love to tell her 
That she will move from mourning into morning.” 


-George Barker(sonnet to My Mother) 
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-M. Harini Sri, 
| BA English 
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"| want to be full on my own. 
i want to be so complete 
i could light a whole city" 
Being Independent (Rupi Kaur) 


_S.Nandhini, 
1 M.A.English 
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SHORT STORIES 
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TARA 


“T am not ready to adopt a baby, Are you a fool?”, said Kannaya. Kannaya was a farmer in 
the village named chittur. He was married at the age of twenty-four. He married Seetha, who was 
his relative. Their life went well, until, Seetha spoke about adaptation. Yes, five years had passed, 
but they didn't have a baby. So Seetha decided to adopt a baby. But Kannaya wasn't ready to adopt 
a baby. It made them apply for a divorce. Kannaya firmly said to Seetha that he was going to 
divorce her. “I don't want to spend my precious time with a barren lady, I want a baby, not a barren 
wife”, yelled Kannaya. 


“T am not ready to part from you. If I get divorced then the whole village will call me a barren 
woman’, said Seetha. Kannaya showed his furious face and said “I don't care about that issue. Go 
away from my life”. 


Seetha worried for a longer period. But a day came for divorce. Seetha and Kannaya got separated 
by the law. 


Two years passed, and Seetha didn't know what to do in her life. She cried and immersed herself 
in her past life. In addition, women in the village used to call her impotent, barren and a bad omen. 
Whenever she crossed the women in the street they used to spit on her face. Because there was a 
superstitious belief in the village that if the woman was separated from her husband or she didn't 
have a baby then she was regarded as a bad omen. 


“Hey, a bad omen is coming go away” , the children used to say behind Seetha. Nowadays she 
won't come outside nor visit any neighbours. She was all alone. 


One day the neighbour Chinamma said, " Hey ! you Barren Seetha, Kannaya is going to get 
married. Soon he'll have a beautiful wife and baby". Seetha prayed to God that the new bride 
should conceive a baby in her womb and they should live longer. 


Three days after marriage, Kannaya's house was filled with the same joy. He didn't have any guilt 
or information about his first marriage to his second wife, Meena. 


Meena was his new wife and she belonged to a rich family. But Meena didn't know about the first 
marriage of Kannaya. She came to know this truth by the same neighbour Chinnamma. 


Chinnamma was called as the radio box of the village. She used to gossip about all women. It was 
her most lovable duty after household work. 


After six months, Seetha got pregnant and they arranged a baby shower function. Their life went 
happily. She gave birth to a girl child and they named her Tara. 


Tara was an adorable child. She listened carefully the things around. Many of the villagers called 
her "Tara, the Observer ". When Tara was five, she was joined at a village school where she got 
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an excellent education. She completed her schoolings and joined college. So she went far away 
from her parents. 


She had completed Journalism and she became as a Journalist. Especially Tara used to write about 
women who were abandoned by their husbands. She became an activist to the women's struggle. 
She wrote articles, books, and columns to enrich women's mindset. 


One day, when she returned to Chittur, her mother Meena told her about the first marriage of her 
father. She explained how Seetha struggled a lot with that issue. On that day, Tara promised her 
mother that she won't let anyone’s life as Seetha’s in Chittur. So she promised to build a home for 
women who were abandoned by their husbands. 


By hearing this, Kannaya got furious. He scolded Tara for her attitude. Even Tara got so much 
anger at Kannaya for his mistake. She promised him" I want you to feel the pain of Seetha. How 
dare you, Dad! You've left her and allowed her to face a lot of problems. So, now I assure you, I 
won't marry till my death. Because you have to realise your mistake. You have to see my face and 
feel the pain of the woman Seetha”. 


Kannaya was broken and realised his mistake. But he was not ready to accept Seetha and did not 
want to get apology for his mistake. Twenty-five years of Seetha's life had been wasted by him. 
He couldn't return the wasted years in her life . 


Tara gave the invitation to her father. Kannaya opened the invitation and read aloud “No more 
Kannaya and No more Seetha". He cried aloud and wiped his tears with the towel. 


Tara started her organization named 'Seethamma's Adoption home'. She started adopting women 
and gave them work and enlightened their path. 


Also, she arranged for a campaign for men and adults and explained about the marriage life. She 
explained how to take decision when their wives were not able to give birth to a baby. They should 
not give a divorce instead, they could adopt a baby. 


Even though fifty years have passed Seetha had no dream about marriage. 


Nowadays no one was there in "Seethamma’s adaptation home" because men learnt to adopt a 
baby and support their wives. 


-A. SHANMUGA PRIYA, 
Il MA ENGLISH 
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ON MY WAY TO JAC 


It was a busy morning. The time was exactly 9'o clock of the very first working day. 
I saw many girls wearing their backpacks on their shoulders and rushing towards a 
destination, all in the same direction, towards the top of the small hill where there was a 
beautiful wonderland. All were wearing their ID cards. There was so much traffic on that 
way to the wonderland. I astonished because fortunately I was also among those girls in a 
hurry. I ran and ran and finally saw the biggest gate on the top of the small hill. But all of a 
sudden when I was a few steps ahead from that magical gate which changed the life of so 
many birds like me changed its shape. It took a shape of a beautiful rainbow with VIBGYOR 
in it. | was stunned at once and slowly started moving. At the very moment when I entered 
the college through the rainbow I felt a change in me first. I lost few kilograms of my weight, 
I felt light. All my sorrows and sufferings vanished like the dust blown by the wind. I was 
able to see that the girls who came along with me turned into beautiful butterflies. I felt so 
happy and saw me in the mirror and] saw my beautiful and colourful little wings with so 
many spots on them. I saw some big butterflies too. Especially butterflies which were already 
residing in that wonderland wore crown with diamonds embedded on it. They also wore a 
cherry red coloured bow on their neck, they were standing near a black board and preaching 
those young butterflies. I saw the glittering eyes of them. There was a common thinking for 
many little butterflies who came to that paradise for the first time like me, that, what would 
be the teaching of these butterflies. Were they going to instruct us how to take nectar from 
different flowers?...but dear readers there happened something beautiful - those professor 
butterflies told us something apart from the normal and ususal thinking of all. They told us how 
to make this world colourful like our wings as helping the flowers by pollination. And also they 
taught us to go higher and higher into the sky when people wanted to catch and kill us. And 


finally, with tired faces at the end of the day when we reached to the rainbow, once again I 
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saw all those butterflies changing into the girls they were. And I felt like I suddenly gained 
weight. The rainbow suddenly changed into a gigantic gate. I didn't know what had happened 
that night but still it was an amazing dream. The evergreen dream that never disappear from 
my memory until my last breath. And from that particular day whenever I came to my JAC I 
felt the same. Whenever I could see my professors I see them like admirable 
butterflies wearing crowns and red bows nearby the black board. 


-R. SUBIKSHA, 
lI BA ENGLISH 
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SHE REALIZED 


A 15year old Girl Mithra was studying 10" Std. in a Government Girls high school in her 
village. She went to school by walking with her friend named Vaishu while walking they would 
speak about their home works, and the day to day happenings in their family but they were not 
close Friends. If they went to school they had their separate set of friends Mithra had two naughty 
desk partners named Sharmi & Nila. Mithra and Sharmi were always kidding Nila by doing some 
mischievous activities like hiding Nila’s lunch box, tearing paper in Nila’s note to write their test 
etc. Nila also took revenge like lifting the one corner of the desk and making them both fall, 
pouring water on them, etc. They three were the naughtiest girls in their class. They were were like 
Tom and Jerry's. They teased each other, they irritated each other but they couldn’t live without 


each other, their bond was something special. 


Here were two Jerry’s (Mithra & Sharmi) with one Tom (Nila) they were enjoying their school 
life to the core. Yeah, they enjoyed but Nila & Sharmi was sincere in their studies Mithra wasn't. 
Mithra's thought that studying was not her whole life, it was a part of life. She wanted to get pass 
with reasonable marks that was it. She didn't study hard. Mithra was weak in Maths and hates 
science. One day Mithra’s mom came to school to get a signature from the principal for Mithra's 
scholarship, At that time she suddenly met Mithras Maths mam she told that Mithra said to her 
that she won't understand anything in Maths after hearing that Maths mam, enquired Mithra. She 
said she couldn't understand Maths. “If you listen with a concentration then only you can 
understand everything in Maths and you have to do practice sums often”, Maths mam advised 


Mithra. 


After few a day’s Maths mam asked to write test and she made the students to sit separately 
for the test and she wrote the question on the board and asked the students to write silently and she 
left the class because she engaged the neighboring class too. If mam was in the class, some of 
students tried to copy Mithra asked her Friend Neha to show her answer sheet Neha gave her 
answer sheet to Mithra."copy fast and return to me" said Neha. Mithra was so happy and wrote. 
While she returned the note book to Neha, Mam enter into class room suddenly and she saw that 
and asked “what is the paper you are exchanging?” Mithra was afraid and said, “No mam, nothing 
mam”. “Both of you Come out...”said mam, they asked sorry but the mam didn't accept it and she 


asked them to meet the principal for their mistakes. 
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Mithra was with tears in eyes but Neha was bold enough "Come Mithra don't beg to this lady 
we will go to principal" and they stood in front of the principal’s room “what do you want girls? 
Why are you standing, come inside” said the principal. Neha told that while writing Maths test 
Mithra had a doubt in sums so she asked her to clear the doubt sothat only she gave the answer 
sheet to her but mam came and mistook that we copied the answers, like that Neha twisted. The 
Principal said “won't repeat it again, go to your class”. Neha laughed, the problem solved "Maths 
mam is a devil, see our Princi, she doesn't take this as a big issue but that lady makes this as a big 
issue and scolds us infront of the other class students..." Said Neha, while returning to the class 
they asked permission to enter into class "I inform you to meet the principal", the mam said. They 


said, ““We already went and she said not to repeat that,” said Neha cooly. 


After a week Maths mam listed some students to stand in the class. Mithra was also in that 
name list, mam announced that it’s difficult to make them pass in the public exam. So, from rest 
of the days a separate training was given to them with limited sums to get pass and they were 
considered as a slow learners. Mithra got upset because she was the only one in their friends list 
as a Slow learner. Separate home works were given to solw learners. Mithra felt very bad because 
sometimes her friends hurt her by telling her as a slow learner. Mithra felt inferior to be with her 
friends. She got angry on Maths mam but she did all the work that was given by her Maths mam. 
Before the public exam there was a revision exam. In that Mithra got only 53 marks. She blamed 
Maths mam for limiting the portions for her, she thought that if she taught all the sums she got 


more than that. 


On the day of Maths exam, Maths mam came and wished all the students to write the exam 
well. Mithra completed the exam within the time. She attended all the questions but she didn’t 
know that how much mistakes she had left. She was confident enough that she got pass with 60 
marks. Finally on the day of results, Mithra was very eager to know her marks. Her total was 447 
she was so happy, she checked the subject wise marks. She was shocked she got 99 in Maths. Her 
friends who hurt her got lower Mark than her. She felt proud and she realised that because of the 
slow learner training given by Maths mam ,she got these marks. She felt guilty of her mistakes 


and respected Maths mam on the day onwards. 


- M.YOGESHWARI, 
I M.A.ENGLISH 
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“If music be the food of love, play on.” 
_William Shakespeare, (Twelfth Night) 


-R.Karpagam, 
il B.A.English 
"How do | love thee? Let me count the ways. 
I love thee to the depth and breadth and height 
My soul can reach." 
Elizabeth Barrett Browning(Sonnets from the Portuguese) 

-S.Nandhini 

| M.A.English 
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“A writer only begins a book. A reader finishes it.” 
-Samuel Johnson, (Works of Samuel Johnson) 


-S.Nandhini, 
| M.A.English 
"Here will | hold. If there's a power above us," 
_Joseph Addison,(Cato: A Tragedy) 
ae" ‘27 
-S.Nandhini, 
| M.A.English 
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"Heard melodies are sweet, but those unheard, are sweeter" 
_John Keats, (Ode On A Grecian Urn) 


_A. Sunandha Jasmine, 
11 B.A.English 
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A WOMAN’S UNANSWERED QUESTIONS 


Introduction: 


There are few notable questions that keep on disturbing me but I couldn’t find any 
answers for it. The society itself wants a woman to remain silent and obey the orders of the 
society. Some of those questions are as follows. 


Woman as a Professionalist: 


A woman doesn’t have a complete freedom to choose her profession as she wishes. While 
choosing the profession, the society starts saying that they have to choose some particular type of 
professions which can be managed even after marriage. When it comes for men, he has a 
complete freedom over his profession and the society encourages him. 


Marriage Procedure: 


I hate the procedure which we have and follow at present for marriage. The matrimonial site 
itself makes me feel disgusting. The society itself teaches that we should not talk to a stranger 
but it is accepted when it is done in the name of “Love cum Arranged Marriage’’. It seems 
correct for the society. But for me, so many questions lingers in mind to understand our customs. 


Driving Woman: 


It is quite rare to see a woman driving her car. When the society sees her driving, the 
society thinks that she couldn’t drive effectively as a man could. They think that woman doesn’t 
even follow the traffic rules and she don’t know nothing about cars. Woman learns driving in the 
same way like a man but why the society can’t accept that a woman can drive better. 


Her trauma: 


The society generally teaches each and every woman that overcoming the tribulations will 
help her lead a peaceful life. Though she did nothing wrong, the society wants her to carry all her 
mental trauma within her and no one cares about how she feels and what’s going inside her 
mind. 


Conclusion: 


I am in the concluding part with some of my questions that remain unanswered till date. 


- K. DIVYA SANKARI, 
II BA ENGLISH 
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“LET US THANK GOD FOR HIS PRICELESS GIFT?” 
- 2 CORINTHIANS 9:15 
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About the book 


The maiden attempt to publish this book is a very short 
journey which leads the editors to bring out the students’ 
potential- the transformative power of the creative 
imagination. This book is a celebration of the written words 
and the stunning drawings of the students of English 
Literature. Hope this is a testament to the enduring power of 
literature to connect us with the world around us and to inspire 
us to become our best selves. 
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J. Sharmila, Assistant Professor of English at Jayaraj 
Annapackiam college for women (Autonomous), Periyakulam, 
has 12 years of teaching experience. The state level recognition 
for her poetry is remarkable. 


B. Mary Suba, Assistant Professor of English at Jayaraj 
Annapackiam college for women (Autonomous), Periyakulam, 
has 8 years of teaching experience. The meritorious awards 
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